A    LONDON    YEAR

lamp on the river. The bridges are jet black and
through their arches is a shine of Thames water,
faintly silver.

Whistler !

Over Charing Gross, high in the sky, is a golden
glow, a glow with life in it: the lights of London.

Bur to see the full beauty of October I go to Kew
Gardens to sit on a lonely seat under a tree. And
I think that among the eight millions which are
London there are many longing for peace to think,
for calm to face trouble or sorrow ; and here in
Kew is the convalescent home for all sore souls.

Over Kew hangs the high, still serenity of October
woods, mellow in a duty well fulfilled, calm in the
knowledge of a resurrection. Slender trees have
faded to pale yellow, some are still green, many are
the colour of blood or the deeper red of wine. It
is so still just now. Such a cathedral hush in the tall
aisles. Not one stray breath of wind disturbs the
painted pageant of the woods. Trees are repeated
leaf for leaf in tranquil water, and all nature seems
to be kneeling in prayer. High from the boughs
of a thinning tree comes the hymn of the robin,
the saddest little song I know. Nothing leads up
to it. It is just a delicious phrase of concentrated
melancholy which starts in its fullness and is as
suddenly cut short; a sweet requiem to a dead
year.

I stay still as stone on my seat. Above me a giant
oak which stands in a vast ckcle of its fallen leaves
spreads its boughs. The rustling carpet is alive with
grey squirrels, who gradually conquer an ancient
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